tance. You couldnt call it a bang, or a roar, or a smash: it was a
fearful, tearing, shattering, enormous bang-smash-roar-thunder-
clap-earthquake sound like the end of the world. The Emperor
really believed for a whole minute that he had been blown inside
out; for shells do sometimes blow people inside out when they
dont actually hit them. When he got up, he did not know whether
he was standing on his head or his heels; indeed he was not stand-
ing on either; for he fell down again several times. And when at
last he managed to keep on his feet by steadying himself against

something, he found that the something was a tree that had been
quite a long distance away from him when the shell came, so he
knew he had been blown all that way by the explosion. And the
first thing he said to himself was "Where is the child?"
"Here," said a voice in the tree over his head. It was the little
girl's voice.
"Gott sei dank!" said the Emperor, greatly relieved, which is
the German for "Thanks be to God!" "Are you hurt, my child?
I thought you were blown to pieces."
"I am blown to pieces," said the little girl's voice. "Blown into
just two thousand and thirtyseven little tiny weeny pieces. The
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